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on Tk ® 


DEATH of the QUE EN. 


H ! tis too true !--- Our Senſes lay amaz'd ; 
Like men bur newly wakd we wildly gaz'd : 
Such ſtrokes of Fate at the firſt proſpe& ſeem 
Diſorders only of ſome frighttul Dream, 
Tis true----the fighing Nations ſpeak no leſs ; 
Too truc-----the mournful Kingdoms this confels. 
1 har Hands, their Eyes, their eycry drooping Head, 
Too plainly tell----The Queen, The Queen is Dead ! 
She's dead, nor coud our yows cttcctual prove, 
Fatc had xcſolv'd our Bleſſing to remove 
Cou'd Prayr's, cou'd thouſand Hecatombs attone 
Never Maria, hadſt thou from us gone. 
H caven was ungentle, Fate was too ſevere, 

To a whole Nations ſighs tolend no pitving ear. 
The day on which thy Death we firlt deplore, 
To ;moeence was ſacred once before, 

Bur now on thy account it ſhall be more. 

To raging Grict, like ours, 'tis ſome allay 
To tcll the Rory of that fatal day. 
But oh ! what artful Muſe can pairit our fears, 
Our Sighs and Vows, and our repeated Prayers, 
Our Hearts with Sorrow fill'd, our Eyes with Tears? 
How does the Pricit to thethrongd Alter Ay, 
So ſbe might live, himſelt content to dye ! 
Ris trembling Pulſe its motions takes from hers, 
And he her ſatery to his own prefers. 
Art ſtands amaz'd aad finds it ſelf outdone, 


Apollo's ons their want of power own. 
B The 


(| 

The Souldicr weeps, nor is aſham'd of Tears, 
Inglorious on all accounts but hers, 
Nay Will;am's (elf, whom danger nc'rc could trighr, 
Trembles, and Siicinks, ar the amating fight : 
Undaunted He, the Gallick Thunder ces ; 
Death he has yanquiſh't in all Shapes but this. 
Hardy, and Fearleſs as Romances c're 
Suppos'd their Heroes and their Lovers were ; 
He ſhakes, he ſinks, he dyes, the Heroe fails ; 
Brave tho he be, the tender part prevails. 
Achilles fo, his lov d Briſeis gone, 
Suſpends his Courage, and his Arms lays down. 
The Lords now mute are grown, the Commons (o, 
Yet both give comfort, tho thcy want it too. 

Crucl diſcaſe ! (hll faral co the bet, 
70 all thar's fair, an enemy protcit 
Thy rage attacks the ſear of Beaurv till, 
And dqes or rudely ſpoil, or fiercely kill : 
Envy and Dcath combin'd, no more could do, 
Here thou haſt run'd, and haſt murther'd coo , 
Here thou haſt kill'd, the Great, the Good, the Fair, 
Her thou haſt kul'd, whom all chings ciſe would ſpare, 

0 Queen 
Docs angry Heavn and unrelenting Fate 


Deſign ſome Publick Criſis to our State, 

And did they only for thy abſence wait ? 

Too good in our Calamirics to ſharc, 

Thee, the Deſtroying Angel | was. to ſparc, 

Heav n could do nothing here, till thou waſt there, 
Bleſt Saint ! couldſt thou from thy celcftial ſear 

Sce the ſad face of aur afflicted tate ; 

if there be room for Grief and Pity there, 

The joy of thoſe glad manſions 'rwou'd impair. 
But oh! avert our ſad miſgiving fears, 

Enough of vengeance now, enough of Tears 

In loling Thee alone, our guilty Nation bears. 

Stull may thy Piery protect our Ile, 

Thy Guardian Gerizs on thy Heroe ſmilc. 


EI 


His toils with Peace, his Arms with Conquelit crown : 

Inſpire his Councils, and ſecure his Throne : 

And ſince this Atlas now alone docs bear 

Our Empires mighty weight------ | 

Unite in Him thoſe Hearts which thou didit ſharc, 

And with a double Duty , ſoften doable care. 
And pardon Me, who thus in humble Verſc, 

Attend a Mourner at thy Royal Hearſe 

Thoſe few like Thee, who ſo much wonder raiſe, 

'Tis ſcarce more hard to imitate, than prailc. 

In vain we ſtrive thy Verrues to commend, 

In yain the reſt ro equal 7hee pretend. 

In Thee, bright excellence, wasgentred all 

Which we or Picty, or Vircue call ; 

In vain, would Poctry and Fancy riſc 

To ſomewhat equal ro M A RI A's Eyes x 

And Wir, and Art, their Weakneſs muſt confeſs 

It they pretend her goodneſs ro exprels. 

Oh ! ſhc was innocent as Angels are, 

Chaſt, as choſe happy Beings, and as Fair : 

Adornd with Princely Virtues as with Blood ; 

As great as Heav'n could make her and as good- 

Kind to cach muſcrable wretches ſighs, 

Not Charity had more propitious Eyes ; 

Oh ! She gave all chat miſery could crave 

Scarce Heavn it felf, more bountifully gave. 

Hence 'tis we hcar this Uniyerſal groan 

Since the great Pattern of our Age 1s gone, 

Sublime in Birch, in Beauty, and in State, 

But morc in dying Good, than living Great. 


M. S; 
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Arie magn# Britannie, 
Hibernie nec non Galli Regine# 
Optime Maxime : 
Non modo inter Reginas, 
4ed & Txores, 
Sed & Feminas preflants/ſime. 
I cujus peftore, ft ullibi, habitavit 
Religio, Pietas, Miſericordia, 
Et in Aula non inviſa ſoltm 
Sed inaudita, Humilitas, 
Et quicquid in optimis ſeculis 
Honeftum & laude dignum audivit. 
Cuam pro dignitate laudare 
Non poſſumus----- Utinam poſſemus ! 
Hanc tamen ſemper defiderandam, 
Semper ( Heu !) deflendam Anglis 
Febris ardens, Elie inflar, 
(Cuam extinguere non poſſent lachrymarum flumina) 
Die munc duplici nomine Innocentie ſacro, 
In curru flammeo ad Culum evexit. 
Fruftra, Lefor, expefabis ſuſpiria, 
Fruftra lachrymas, 
Vulgaris indicia meroris , 
Ingentibus conficimur doloribus, 
Minores loquaciores aliquando extiterunt. 
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